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This Junior Recital is in partial fulfillment of the degree Bachelor of Music in
Vocal Performance.  Brendan Kimball is from the studio of David Parks.
Translations
Già il sole dal Gange Already the sun over the Ganges
Già il sole dal Gange Already from over the Ganges the sun
Più chiaro sfavilla, Sparkles more brightly,
E terge ogni stilla And dries every drop 
Dell'alba che piange. Of the dawn, which weeps.
Col raggio dorato With the gilded ray
Ingemma ogni stello, It adorns each blade of grass;
E gli astri del cielo And the stars of the sky
Dipinge nel prato. It paints in the field.
Tu lo sai You now know
Tu lo sai quanto t'amai, You now know how I loved you,
Tu lo sai, lo sai crudel! You now know, my cruel love!
Io non bramo altra mercè, Other loves I don't desire,
Ma ricordati di me, Just remember your old lover,
E poi sprezza un infedel. Bringing scorn to the unfaithful.
Danza, danza, fanciulla gentile Dance, dance, young girl
Danza, danza, fanciulla, Dance, dance, young girl
Al mio cantar; To my song;
Danza, danza fanciulla gentile, Dance, dance, gentle young girl
Al mio cantar. To my song.
Gira leggera, sottile al suono, Twirl lightly and softly to the sound,
Al suono dell'onde del mar. To the sound of the waves of the sea.
Senti il vago rumore Hear the vague rustle 
Dell'aura scherzosa Of the playful breeze
Che parla al core That speaks to the heart 
Con languido suon, With its languid sound,
E che invita a danzar And invites you to dance 
Senza posa, senza posa, Without stopping, without stopping,
Che invita a danzar. That invites you to dance.
Danza, danza, fanciulla gentile, Dance, dance, gentle young girl
Al mio cantar. To my song.
An Silvia Who is Silvia?
Was ist Silvia, saget an, Who is Silvia? what is she,
Daß sie die weite Flur preist? That all our swains commend her?
Schön und zart, seh ich sie nahn, Holy, fair and wise is she;
Auf Himmelsgunst und Spur weist, The heavens such grace did lend her,
Daß ihr alles untertan. That she might admiréd be.
Ist sie schön und gut dazu? Is she kind as she is fair?
Reiz labt wie milde Kindheit. For beauty lives with kindness.
Ihrem Aug' eilt Amor zu, Love doth to her eyes repair,
Dort heilt er seine Blindheit, To help him of his blindness,
Und verweilt in süßer Ruh. And being helped, inhabits there.
Darum Silvia, tön, o Sang, Then to Silvia let us sing,
Der holden Silvia Ehren; That Silvia is excelling;
Jeden Reiz besiegt sie lang, She excels each mortal thing
Den Erde kann gewähren: Upon the dull earth dwelling;
Kränze ihr und Saitenklang. To her let us garlands bring.
Die Mainacht The May-night
Wann der silberne Mond When the silvery moon 
Durch die Gesträuche blinkt, Beams through the shrubs
Und sein schlummerndes And over the lawn scatters its
Licht über den Rasen streut, Slumbering light,
  Und die Nachtigall flötet,   And the nightingale sings,
    Wandl' ich traurig von     I wander sadly from 
    Busch zu Busch.     bush to bush.
Überhüllet von Laub Shrouded by foliage, 
Girret ein Taubenpaar A pair of doves 
Sein Entzücken mir Coo their delight to
Vor; aber ich wende mich, Me; but I turn away,
  Suche dunklere Schatten,   Seeking darker shadows,
    Und die einsame Thräne rinnt.     And a lonely tear flows.
Wann, o lächeln des Bild, When, o smiling image, 
Welches wie Morgenrot That like the dawn
Durch die Seele mir strahlt, Radiates through my soul, 
Find' ich auf Erden dich? Shall I find you on earth?
  Und die einsame Thräne   And the lonely tear flows trembling,
    Bebt mir heißer die Wang' herab!     Burning, down my cheek.
Zueignung Dedication
Ja, du weißt es, teure Seele, Yes, you know it, dearest soul,
Daß ich fern von dir mich quäle, How I suffer far from you,
Liebe macht die Herzen krank, Love makes the heart sick,
Habe Dank. Have thanks.
Einst hielt ich, der Freiheit Zecher, Once I, drinker of freedom,
Hoch den Amethysten-Becher, Held high the amethyst beaker,
Und du segnetest den Trank, And you blessed the drink,
Habe Dank. Have thanks.
Und beschworst darin die Bösen, And you exorcised the evils in it,
Bis ich, was ich nie gewesen, Until I, as I had never been before,
Heilig, heilig an's Herz dir sank, Blessed, blessed sank upon your heart,
Habe Dank. Have thanks.
Nocturne Nocturnal
Ô fraîche Nuit, O chilling night,
Nuit transparente, Transparent night.
Mystère sans obscurité, Mystery without obscurity.
La vie est noire et dévorante Life is dark and insatiable,
Ô fraîche Nuit, O chilling night, 
Nuit transparente, Transparent night,
Donne-moi ta placidité. Give to me your serenity.
Ó belle Nuit, O beauteous night, 
Nuit étoilée, Star-studded night,
Vers moi tes regards sont baissées, Gazing softly down on me,
Éclaire mon âme troublée. Illuminate my troubled heart.
Ô belle Nuit, O beauteous night, 
nuit étoilée, Star-studded night,
mets ton sourire en mes pensers. Scatter your smiles around my thoughts.
Ô sainte Nuit, O blessed night, 
Nuit taciturne, Reticent night,
Pleine de paix et de douceur, Filled with sweetness and with peace,
Mon coeur bouillone comme une urne. My heart is brimming o'er like an urn.
Ô sainte Nuit, O blessed night, 
Nut taciturne, Reticent night,
Fais le silence dans mon coeur. Let there be quiet in my heart.
Ô grande Nuit, O spacious night, 
Nuit solemnelle, Portentous night,
En qui tout est délicieux, In which all is full of delight,
Prends mon être entier sous ton aile. Take my soul beneath your wing.
Ô grande Nuit, O spacious night, 
Nuit solemnelle, Portentous night,
Vers le sommeil en mes yeux. Come and soothe my tired eyes with
sleep.
Ballade des gros dindons Ballad of the fat turkeys
Les gros dindons, à travers champs, The fat turkeys, through the fields,
D'un pas sollennel et tranquille, Process like a grave delegation,
Par les matins, par les couchants, By morning, by the sunsets,
Bêtement marchent à la file. A foolish single-file walk.
Devant la pastoure qui file, A woman of lowly station,
En fredonnant de vieux fredons, Spinning and humming, idly looks
Vont en procession docile At their docile procession,
Les gros dindons! The fat turkeys!
Ils vous ont l'air de gros marchands They plod like pompous merchants
Remplis d'une morgue imbécile, Filled with a dumb ostentation,
De baillis rogues et méchants Or portly bailiffs, rogues and villans,
Vous regardant d'un oeil hostile; Who observe you with a hostile eye;
Leur rouge pendeloque oscille; Their red wattles swing;
Ils semblent, parmi les chardons, They appear among the thistles,
Gravement tenir un concile, Holding a serious council,
Les gros dindons! The fat turkeys!
N'ayant jamais trouvé touchants Having never found touching
Les sons que le Rossignol file, The songs of the Nightingale roads,
Ils suivent, lourds et trébuchants, They follow, heavy and stumbling
L'un d'eux, digne comme un édile; One of them, worthy as a town councilor;
Et, lorsqu'au lointain campanile And when, in distant bell
L'angelus fait ses lens din! dons! The Angels make the slow Din! Don!
Ils regagnent leur domicile, They return to their home,
Les gros dindons! The fat turkeys!
Prud' hommes gras, leurs seuls penchants Fatty men, their own inclinations
Sont vers le pratique et l'utile, Are towards the practical and useful,
Pour eux, l'amour et les doux chants For them, love and sweet songs
Sont un passetemps trop futile; Are too futile an occupation.
Bourgeois de la gent volatile, Bourgeois of volatile gents,
Arrondissant de noirs bedons, Rounding their black tummies,
Ils se fichent de toute idylle, They care not about any romance,
Les gros dindons! The Fat Turkeys!
Hymne au Soleil Hymn of the Sun
Soleil qui flambes, Soleil d'or rouge, Sun that blazes, Sun of golden-red,
Soleil qui brûles, Soleil de diamant, Sun that burns, Sun of diamond,
Soleil qui crées, Soleil de sang, Sun that creates, Sun of blood,
Soleil, je t'offre cet or vivant. Sun, I offer this living gold.
Soleil je te donne ce diamant de chair, Sun I give you this diamond flesh,
Soleil je te voue ce sang de mon sang. Sun I dedicate this blood of my blood.
Soleil, mets ton or su sa peau, Sun, put your gold on his skin,
Soleil mets ton diamant dans ses yeux Sun, put your diamonds in his eyes
Soleil mets ton sang dans son cœur! Sun, put your blood in his heart!
Soleil qui flambes, soleil d'or rouge, Sun that blazes, sun of golden-red,
soleil qui brûles, soleil de diamant, sun that burns, sun of diamond,
Soleil qui crées, soleil de sang. Sun that creates, sun of blood.
Notes
A Hand of Bridge - Samuel Barber, Gian Carlo Menotti
A Hand of Bridge is a short, one-act opera, often labelled as the shortest
frequently performed opera in the world, typically running between nine and a
half to ten minutes.  Composed by Barber in 1959, the text was written by
Menotti, and the original artwork was drawn by Andy Warhol.
The opera centers around two couples seated at a card table, playing out one
hand of bridge for the duration of the opera. This hand of bridge serves as a
vehicle for the characters to ponder their lives, and how unhappy or happy they
may be. 
Sally, a contralto, is married to Bill, a tenor. While Sally lusts for a hat that she
saw in a shop window, her husband Bill wonders if she has found out about his
dalliances with a woman named "Cymbaline". Geraldine, a soprano, is married
to David, a high baritone.  Geraldine notices the introspectiveness of Bill (her
former lover), and ponders who in her life loves her. David then laments his
existence, and extolls a want for an ornate life in which he has vast riches and
splendor. At the end of the opera, he admits that his life probably wouldn't be
very different if he were obscenely rich.
Five Street Songs - Charles Ives
Considered by many to be the father of American art song and one of the most
important composers of the 19th & 20th centuries, Charles Ives' compositional
style was noted for combining sweet melodies with startling dissonance, and
inserting humor into the middle of more "serious" works.
The "Five Street Songs" was published in a collection of 114 works in 1922.
The first, "Old Home Day", combines a meandering intro with a lyrical section
comprised of familiar tunes such as "Battle Hymn of the Republic" and "Annie
Lisle". The second, "In the Alley", includes a number of humorous markings in
the score, as well as self-depricating humor in the form of a note written by
Mr. Ives, stating "This song... is inserted for association's sake__ on the ground
that that will excuse anything; also, to help clear up a long disputed point,
namely:- which is worse? the music or the words?" The fifth song in the cycle,
"The Circus Band", is a child-like tale of a Circus marching down main street.
Upcoming Events
April
9 - 8:15pm - Ford - High School Gospel Invitational Concert
10 - 4:00pm - Ford - Wind Ensemble, Jonathan Musgrave, graduate conductor
12 - 8:15pm - Ford - Rachel S. Thaler Concert Pianist Series: Nobuyuki Tsujii, piano
14 - 8:15pm - Hockett - Ithaca Wind Quintet
15 - 8:15pm - Hockett - Faculty Recital: Dawn Pierce, mezzo-soprano
16 - 3:00pm - Ford - Ithaca International Conducting Masterclass Concert with the
Cornell Symphony Orchestra
16 - 4:00pm - Hockett - Faculty Recital: Timothy Rosenberg, saxophone
17 - 1:00pm - Hockett - Faculty Recital: Marc Webster, bass
17 - 3:00pm - Ford - Frühling Posaunen trombone festival
18 - 8:15pm - Hockett - Vocal Jazz Ensemble
18 - 9:00pm - Ford - Sinfonietta
19 - 8:15pm - Ford - Jazz Lab Band, Mike Titlebaum, director
20 - 8:15pm - Hockett - Opera Workshop, Brian Demaris, director. "A Pastiche of
Scenes from the Operas of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart"
25 - 8:15pm - Ford - Jazz Ensemble, Mike Titlebaum, director; Clay Jenkins, guest
trumpet soloist. Sponsored in part by the Cornell University Jazz Ensembles
26 - 8:15pm - Ford - Percussion Ensemble, Gordon Stout, director.
27 - 8:15pm - Ford - Concert Band, Andrew Benware, conductor
28 - 8:15pm - Ford - Symphonic Band, Elizabeth Peterson, conductor
29 - 8:15pm - Ford - Women's Chorale, Janet Galván, conductor
30 - 12:00pm - Ford - Campus Band, Dan Isbell, conductor
30 - 2:00pm - Ford - Campus Choral Ensemble, Jennifer Haywood, conductor
30 - 4:00pm - Ford - Symphony Orchestra, Jeffery Meyer, conductor, Rite of Spring
30 - 8:15pm - Ford - Choir and Madrigal Singers, Lawrence Doebler, conductor
For more information about the Ithaca College School of Music, please visit us on the
web at http://www.ithaca.edu
You can find the complete listing of concerts at http://www.ithaca.edu/music/calendar/
